Twenty-nine
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HILE this letter was on its way, Charles was ob-
served to be in great good humour. He had suffered a few
mild attacks of gout during the last few months; for a
week a sore heel had compelled him to give up his daily
walks, but he still had his appetite and his zest for com-
pany. He was not yet fifty-five, and he looked forward
serenely to years of easy rule, prosperity, peace, lovely
women and witty men. He looked forward to the recon*
ciliation with Monmouth, too, but the mails were slow.

On Sunday, the first of February, despite the idleness
imposed by his lame foot, he was cheerful He drove out
in a coach; he dined largely; he went to see Louise, and
after a short stay among the company in her apartments
retired to his own. It was the turn of his favourite gentle-
man of the bedchamber to be in immediate attendance.
He had taken this eager lad, Thomas Bruce, into his service
to teach him the ways of the world and was at some pains
to educate the youth in his own code, especially the de-
sirability of keeping secrets* The King also impressed upon
him the value of observing what went on about him, and
Bruce showed he had learned this lesson by his record of
events that night.

tf As soon as he had put on his nightgown/* the young
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